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A TOPOLOGY OF CONTEMPLATION

Poems, poems / poems, poems.
Poems, poems / poems, poems.
Poems you lay across ravines, spanning the rocks and 

frenzied water, poems you use to cross treacherous moun
tain streams, the ice like superstition under your feet.

Poems you are addicted to, you shoot them up, each 
nuance gives you a rush; without them your cells echo in 
anxiety, records you must play over and over again.

Poems that float on the wind, you ride them like 
hang-gliders, quiet and easy in the thin air, you're so 
high.

Poems that dribble out the side of your mouth.
Poems whose shadow you catch sight of disappearing 

round the corner as you pull into the gas station, click 
off when you pick up the phone.

Poems that mention forbidden subjects, as if they 
referred to the Forbidden City.
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Poems chanted by feral desparadoes as at night they 
run through Burroughs' novels, passing frisbees with 
razors fixed to their brim, they get accurate fast.

Poems so horrible you can't even read them let alone 
write them.

Barely audible poems that fall from the lips of dying 
heroes.

Poems that you're stuck with like your memories of 
Korea.

Poems that mention forbidden words, that raise topics 
anathema in poetry.

Poems dropped at your feet by history like a cat with 
a dead bird.

Poems that are left on your doorstep, you waken in 
the night but there's no one there, only the cars in the 
street, the gunshots in the park. Fuck it, stay in bed.

Poems that mention what can't be mentioned in poems, 
the campesino shot for showing mass graves to the journal
ists —  they made good news, good money.

Poems bourne on a rhetoric so thick it breaks the 
boughs of the trees where it comes to roost seeking 
quietness.

Poems that fill the interstices of your life like 
mine is riddled by the absence of Nona Hendrix.

Poems that hover outside your window at night, those 
melancholy UFOs, they want you to come out to them, but 
you sleep on and they have places they must go.

Intricate poems, each a tartan of textures, knitted 
like the greens of England, hallowed in moisture, the 
thick sky guards them and keeps each precise.

Poems that you use to store the memories you accum
ulate. I don't want memories which is why I live in 
this white sphere, it keeps my time uninflected, ensures 
that nothing will happen, the pure remain pure, the pages 
stay clean and all poems erased.

Poems, poems / Poems, poems

Poems that clutch at your throat, that kneel on your 
chest and draw out your youth, cancel your first love, 
the first kisses on the riverbank, first nipple in your 
teeth.
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Poems that write you, that speak you, that say you 
are not you, you are only your time.

Poems that are ragged, unfinished, full of bad lines.
Poems that mix levels of language you can't handle.

You can't get a grip, take a stand, know what you think, 
think what you know, say what you mean, mean what you say. 
You can't express yourself because you are not yourself.
You have no self. You are an American. An American.
And your poems are American poems.

American poems / American poems.
Poems that ask you about America, that ask about 

American policy, baiting the Soviet Union, Mother Russia. 
What poems are these? Who wrote them? Are these your 
poems? Is it your policy? Do these foreign poems let 
you sleep at night?

Poems that vomit, that vomit.
Poems that hang like fire-escapes on the tenements 

of your mind. You left them there, you left these rooms 
unoccupied.

Poems that litter the floor of abandoned rooms. They 
take their place next to soup cans and wine bottles, the 
newspapers they sleep on and the bodies of poets dead from 
the cold.

Poems that have decided it's best to be silent. All 
you're left with is poems that slam shut like elevator 
doors, that snap at your wrists like the jaws on a thin 
dog, that give you the eye like a pimp at the bus station 
and then swing round on you like a friend who got a better 
cut somewhere else when you thought you needed them most. 
You don't. You have no need. In these poems you need 
nothing.

They are enough. Nothing is always enough and these 
poems are nothing. They can change crap into intelligence 
and vice-versa, display their own virtuosity and then moan 
like Mingus blues.

They'll break off and start quoting Blake’s AMERICA, 
how the earth had lost another portion of the infinite.
Oh America, bitter land.

So they adopt a conservative stance, puking, endlessly 
puking —  this the negation, this the despair.

Poems so sick with rage and despair they slit their
own throats.
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Poems so sick, they slit their own throats.
Poems that spread their legs or the cheeks of their 

ass. But they stink so horribly you won't even come close. 
They look you in the eye and tell you to fuck off then, if 
you don't want it there's plenty that do.

Poems that are enraged, ragged, unfinished, obsession
al, full of bad lines.

Rejected poems, used up poems, cast off poems. Poems 
that will only just run. Their doors are tied with string 
and you only put fifty cents of gas in them, but they'll 
burn it, these poems will burn it.

Because they already burn with the crisis of their 
history. They don't like who they are. They'd really 
rather be punk poems or post-punk poems or language poems 
or any kind of poems but these: party poems, sixties' 
revival poems, MOR poems or neo-expressionist poems.
They'd really like to stand around posing or buying real 
estate, anything but this, finding themselves asking what 
poems are not allowed to ask, saying what they were not 
paid to say, what they were paid not to say.

At last they have asked about Aztlan: about Cuba, 
about El Salvador, about Nicaragua.

They say: You at last catch our eye and our ear and 
allow us a poem, a poem, a poem that can turn around and 
quietly say:

Venceremos, the People Will Win.

—  David James

Los Angeles CA

WRAP

I start with nothing. I always start out that way. 
Nothing! A void. I make it absolutely clear. My 
technique is to wrap in cellophane. Layer after 
layer of cellophane. Enclosing a void. Nothing!
To achieve the effect's never easy, since cello
phane, viewed from an angle under harsh museum 
lighting, throws off a glint. Glints distract. I 
feel that in myself I have a duty to end distrac- 
ion, confusion and hoopla. Finding an appropriate
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medium took me years. After I'd begun working with 
it, I slowly realized cellophane has two absolutely 
distinct aspects: one glossy, the other dull; one 
sticky, one slippery. It can reflect, or it can 
reveal; it can cling to things, or allow them to 
slip away. Through all human history, the purpose 
of material and technique in art has been to pre
serve an essence, a vision; and I succeed at what I 
try in a way no artist previous to this, our age of 
limpid possibility, might have dreamed. I keep 
nothing fresh.

USE YOUR IMAGINATION

It was art activities hour, Brad's favorite time. Mr. 
Hammer wheeled in the library record player and put on 
orchestra music. He told the class they were to sketch 
whatever things their minds saw as they listened. David, 
Brad's neighbor, happened to notice the enlarged photo
graph of a bumblebee on the record jacket. He also 
noticed Hammer sliding said jacket under some papers.
David began drawing bumblebees. Brad said he doubted 
that was what Hammer meant, but David reminded him they 
were only supposed to draw anything that came into their 
heads, so ... how could it be cheating?

Hammer strode from desk to desk. He got to David's bumble
bee. Brad expected an explosion. Hammer did not explode. 
The fact was, he turned and exclaimed to the class that 
David was a genius. After that, he stepped down the hall 
and brought another teacher, who said the same thing. That 
was that.

PANDEMONIUM

"I'm not saying I know what we're up to over there," 
said the voice on the tape recorded in the dorm room, 
"because I don't. But the one thing I do know is 
that this'll be the same as having a red star over 
your draft card. Get what I'm saying, bonehead? I 
want you to be able to work for a living when this is 
over."

Randy's walls were closing in. There was little 
likelihood of the draft board granting him the con
scientious objector status he had requested forms 
for; unlike Dick Nixon, Randy had not been born a 
Quaker, hence he had no officially sanctioned basis
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to resist "service" in Vietnam. But how could he 
serve? To what purpose? "You were one of those 
kids who constantly wanted to know why this, why 
that," said the voice on the tape recorder, "and I 
always tried to answer you. Now I wish I'd just 
said: Because I Said So, Son, That's Why. It 
would have done you more good. You're too selfish, 
Randy. I have to pity you for that."
Randy wasn't feeling terrifically selfish. They 
were asking him to walk the plank as part of a 
media event to demonstrate American "will" power; 
that's how it felt. Wasn't it imposition enough 
to have his old man opening mail before forwarding 
it —  and then propping a tape recorder over the 
sink and holding forth on the social dangers facing 
a C-0? Through the pandemonium of clanking dishes 
his father exhorts, jeers and wheedles, unconscious 
of the fact that his tape recorder batteries are 
running down and his voice is rising. Like a 
rocket it gathers speed as it ascends. In the end 
there are no distinct words, only a sound like com
pressed air shrieking through a penny whistle.
Randy supposed that's funny and appropriately sur
real and he summons his dormmates, who also deem 
it funny and appropriately surreal. Yet none of 
the young men laughs very much.

THE SPIRIT OF SEVENTY-SIX

I dream I'm in the post office with a letter of great 
importance, for which the rate is very high, in fact 
the maximum. The clerk weighs it, mentions a figure,
I pay for the stamps, affix them, turn to leave ... 
"Wait," says the clerk. He's weighing the letter 
again. With the weight of the stamps added, it re
quires another stamp. I shell out, lick the stamp, he 
puts the letter on the scale once more. "Wait," he 
demands as I turn to leave. He won't grin, he's per
formed this too many times to be able to locate the 
humor. The letter is on the scale. I reach in my 
pocket for more change, discover a revolver ...

THE DRIVER'S SEAT

He was used to doing the driving and he didn't mind 
doing the driving because he was sure he was a better 
driver although she was the one who'd never had an 
accident yet what did that show as far as he was
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concerned except how little she ever drove. But then 
if it was a long trip, and on their vacation it got 
to be very long, then she'd ask to take the wheel and 
he never wanted to let her, then she'd pout, then 
he'd grumble, then he might miss a stop sign, then 
she'd take over, then he'd feel like a failure, then 
they'd talk about it, then he'd admit he'd been 
swearing under his breath for hundreds of miles, then 
she'd admit it made her nervous, then he'd want to 
know what it was she expected from him. In the end 
they'd agree that the next time out she would help 
with the driving. Into the back seat he'd climb, 
with a pillow, to lean back and take it easy, but 
coming at an intersection his feet strained at the 
floorboard, to slow down, slower, now stop, did you 
hear me, good, the light's changed, get going, that 
other car, I'm sorry, hold it, look behind, oh god, 
accelerate, go, just go, please go, or else, and he'd 
lose his erection.

GET BACK

He started taking short cuts. Why should every buck stop 
here? Why should he be the one who always bore the brunt? 
Nobody had the right to expect that of him, nobody except 
her. But look at the woman, she was no better than she 
ought to be. In her he found this most compelling. What 
forbade him paying her back in kind? She might like it.
He went with the flow, ceasing to exert himself. What are 
you, you're nothing, he was told. I thought I knew you.
I thought you stood for something. He had to figure she'd 
be back. Why should he snap to it and perform for her, 
when there were people out there more than willing to take 
him for what he was? Let the woman lift the finger.
Nothing to it. Wasn't that the point? The stranger came 
out of his bathroom, strapping on her watch. "Morning," 
he giggled, reaching from the bed. "Forget it, I have to 
be at work. Who's that in the john?" "What?" "The pic
ture." "Oh, her. I thought she took that with her."
"She's gorgeous. How on earth did you snag one like that?" 
"You kidding? It was easy." "It was?"
Mirror, Mirror on the bathroom wall. Her picture next to 
it. He couldn't look. What would he do with himself? He 
squeezed into a pair of old running shorts, but they were 
so tight he couldn't move. Then her key turned in his 
lock. Sinking to his knees, he encircled the familiar 
waist. The woman stepped backwards, fast. "You have a 
picture of mine," was all she had to say.
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KIMBERLEY AND FRANK

All in worn denim stood Kimberley with her back to Frank 
and, spotting a book on the lowest shelf, stooped so that 
her shoulders plunged to the fore even as her hips thrust 
back at Frank doing his best not to sigh too audibly at 
the iridescence, the panoramic iridescence, of her 
denim's seams and creases. And, as expected, the book 
she'd pulled was the one on Japanese swords, telling how 
relentless craftsmen would bend their bar of hot iron, 
crease it, smash the crease flat only to introduce 
another, creasing and smashing inch by inch to temper 
their ultimate blade, a brisk crescent that severed you 
before you knew. How many times had the hot water and 
detergent gnawed at the fibers of these jeans she, 
Kimberley, so splendidly stressed and stretched in 
wearing them, wearing them to wear them down, wearing 
them to wear them away, wearing them years and years to 
arrive at, finally, this sculptural crisis of baby blue 
and harsh navy and cotton white and ultramarine? "Good 
book, isn't it?" Frank suggested.
"Pretty macho, if you ask me," Kimberley shot back, 
without turning around.

—  William Marsh 
New York NY

COINCIDENCE

messiah means snake 
virgin means un
married woman 
snake is thunder 
unmarried woman 
is blessing 
the connection 
between thunder and 
blessing is 
the lightning that 
strikes as understanding
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Smoke rises catches 
in the pines

the old man down hill 
running his sugar rig 
fiftieth season 
and tells me it's different

without horses: even 
the taste

CRAFT

whitefaces rove or stand in ornery clusters 
under elms dying of elm disease.
cowbirds, not exotic, peck through their manure, 
the artist shifts her easel 
in accord with light,
the cattle move so slowly her hand becomes one.

LIGHT(CULINARY)TOUCH IN A HEAVY BOOK

lemon on pears.

juice
of fresh lemon

on pears.

Barbara's 
contribution to 
minimalism.
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TO THE LADY #10

I didn't get my period until I was thirteen. 
My mother told me I had lost my gold ring.
I asked what that meant and she said 
"you'll know in time, you'll know."

The Heart As Diamond Ring.
Solitaire.
My mother's diamond ring was an imitation sapphire.
I thought it was pretty & didn't understand why 
she called it costume jewelry & didn't wear it. 
Although the phrase had a theatrical ring to it.
Walking the Boardwalk 
in Atlantic City

my mother wd. often 
point out "Kept Women" 
they who wore
on their shining, well-manicured hands 
the largest diamond solitaire engagement 
rings.

Kept Women, she'd sputter.
Her own hand sporting a plain 
gold (14K) band.
Once in front of the Traymore Hotel (which allowed 
Jews) we met Lucille Ball and I looked with wonder 
at her bare hands.
Sometimes we rode in rattan carriage pushed 
by a black man. There were many such 
carriages being pushed by black men 
along the Boardwalk.
I hated it.
Wanted no part of that indignity.
Knew nothing of the world.
Thought it was demeaning.
Years later my mother died in her apartment
of lung cancer which had metastasized
and her faithful black servant wept & moaned
saying she'd been like her own mother/her own mother
who had died in childbirth with number eleven child,
herself.
I heard this from behind me as I bent over my mother 
holding her hand, kissing her hot forehead with a damp 
cool cloth, telling her Mother you are dying and I am

with you,
Mother thank you for being my mother, trying to guide 
her last thoughts not to heaven
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but to the clear light
of her own natural beauty, thanking her again & again.
And I did not apologize for living 
as a Kept Woman
who wears the huge indestructible diamond of poetry 
in place of the bouquet of sweetheart roses 
my heart might have been 
had I not surrendered 
to vulnerability.
And I knew I talked only to myself.
My mother rode in some jitney, practically 
under the ocean, pushed by a faithful 
servant
going toward some safe hotel of the senses.
When she had drowned I noticed 
my father had removed 
that plain gold (14K) band
but had forgotten to instruct the practical 
nurse he'd hired
to trim her fingernails which were monstrously long 
& sharp.
This poem is for all women who speak 
kabbalistlc language to themselves & to their 
daughters : may you learn to shout, 
weep, moan,sing & celebrate 
the truth / we are Kept Women
only if we choose to be. The real 
issue is not poetry : it is human
Survival.

—  Barbara Moraff 
Strafford VT

TWO OF A KIND

Tennessee Williams invited Carson McCullers
To his house once
To work on a dramatization.
They worked at opposite ends of a long table 
Passing a bottle of whiskey 
Back and forth between them.
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SYLVIA

Her friend said Sylvia Plath did not intend to die.
Early that morning she
Brought her children milk and bread
Wrote a note with the doctor's phone number
Expected the housegirl to come
At 10:00.
When she stuck her head in the oven
At 9:55, the housegirl
Was at home in bed with the doctor.

SNAKE BITE

When Stephen Crane was bitten by a snake, 
His friends gave him whiskey.
They cauterized the wound with a hot poker 
He began to grow unconscious.
He was failing fast when
They said it was only a chicken snake.
Suddenly he became very drunk.

—  Christine Melhuse 
Long Beach CA

HORIZON: 1 HORIZON: 2

A I R

E A R T H

A I R
/////////////

S E A

—  M . K . Book 

Gladstone NE
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D A N  L E N I H A N ' S
R U T H  A N D  E L L I S  A N D  F R I E N D S

Ruth had a mean and dangerous look in her 
eye.
Ellis looked scared.

Half of the stores in the mall were having 
Labor Day sales and Ruth had a wallet full 
of charge cards and an urge to buy.
They stepped onto the down escalator, Ruth 
in her paisley moo-moo and Ellis in his 
winter green bermudas and Hawaiian shirt. 
Ellis' foot hit between two steps and he 
fell, screaming, rolling head over heel all 
the way to the first floor, collecting a 
couple of other shoppers on his way. When 
he got up he had a gash on his knee and a 
large purple bruise under his eye.
Ruth rode calmly down to meet him and said, 
"You clumsy bastard."
He limped off behind her. She was headed 
toward the most expensive department store 
in the mall, determination in every step.
They passed the fast food burger joint.
There was a CAUTION, WET FLOOR sign and a 
greasy looking fat kid sloshing a mop around. 
Ellis' foot hit a puddle. He slid by Ruth 
on one foot, arms flailing like a wounded 
sea gull. He couldn't get his balance. Every 
time he'd get one foot down the other one 
would shoot out from under him, his arms going 
in all directions, trying to maintain a center 
of gravity that would allow him to remain 
upright.
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"Look at that old guy dancing, his feet are a blur, " 
said a girl with turquoise hair.
"Awesome," said her friend, "totally awesome."
Ellis fell, hitting his head on a brick planter box. It 
sounded like a coconut being hit by a baseball bat. Ruth 
grabbed him under his arms and pulled him up. He had a 
gash over his ear that was bleeding heavily, running 
down onto his shirt.
"Get up, Fred Astaire. You're not getting out of this 
shopping trip. You can kill yourself for all I care."
Ellis groaned, applying pressure to the wound. He 
followed Ruth into the store.

JIM GETS INVOLVED IN SOME YARDWORK

Jim had let his back lawn grow ankle deep. He was 
running the power mower over it and didn't see the lawn 
sprinkler. There was a loud metallic crunch and the 
mower rattled to a stop.
He picked the sprinkler up and threw it as far as he 
could. It smashed through a window, ricocheted off a 
dining room table and hit Ron in the forehead, knocking 
him over backward in his chair, leaving a red, golf ball 
sized lump.
Then Jim turned his attention to the lawn mower. He 
hoisted it up over the chain link fence and gave it a 
little push to get it started down the bank. It was 
going about thirty miles an hour when it bounced off of 
Ralph's patio and into his swimming pool, splashing Ralph 
and Betty, diluting her iced tea and rendering his L.A. 
Times unreadable.
Ralph looked up at the bank and the fresh trail through 
the weeds and then down at the mower on the bottom of 
his pool.
Ron rubbed his forehead and turned the sprinkler over in 
his hand.

Jim turned on the T.V. and opened a beer.
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DANCE SONGS

Clete and Juanita moved down Mission Ave, Clete behind 
the wheel, arguing about why the cat box never got 
changed.
"That stupid Ginger (Juanita's chihuahua) keeps eating 
all the cat turds, what the fuck do I need to change it 
for?" said Clete. He knew Juanita hated that, she and 
Ginger always played kissy-kiss.
"OH, THAT'S GROSS," said Juanita. "You're just a lazy 
slob is all. I can't get you to do anything around the 
house. "
Clete was going to say something but Sam Cooke's Twistin' 
the Night Away came on the radio. Clete and Juanita 
were into dance songs. He slammed on the brakes. The 
four-door Ford Granada with the peeling vinyl roof skidded 
to a stop. Clete cranked up the radio and he and Juanita 
jumped out of the car and started twisting like their 
lives depended on it. They were a sight.
Their respective twist styles couldn't have been more 
different. Clete got into a tight boxer's crouch, low 
to the ground and intense, jaws clenched and the hair 
that normally covered his bald pate hanging down onto his 
left shoulder, his white, bird like legs sticking out 
from his plaid bermudas, the varicose veins and the twist
ing motion making them look like a couple of skinny barber 
poles .

Juanita, large and fleshy, was all loose joints and jig
gling flab underneath her pink, flower print, vee neck 
moo-moo. She threw her head back and shook it, scraggly 
grey hair flying around in silver spikes, breasts undulat
ing one way, buttocks the other. When she stopped dancing 
it would take twenty minutes for it to all stop moving.
Traffic was backing up, horns were honking, curses were 
shouted.

"GET THE FUCK OUT OF THE ROAD, YOU WORTHLESS OLD FARTS."
"YOUR MOTHER," said Juanita, making an obscene gesture.
The song ended, they got back in the car. Clete wiped 
his brow and flipped his hair back up on top of his head. 
Juanita fanned herself with her newspaper.

"I'm glad it wasn't the Mashed Potato," said Clete. The 
last time they danced to that, Clete's feet got moving
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so fast they burnt through the bottom of his sneakers.
He scorched his bare soles so badly he was laid up for 
six weeks. Juanita had to cater to his every whim while 
he sat on the sofa watching game shows and recuperating.
"So am I, Clete, so am I," she said.
They drove on down Mission Ave, trying to remember what 
they had been arguing about.

THE BASH

It's my kid's birthday and my family and the in-laws 
are all here.
"Shit," I say. I'm BBQing hamburger and hot dogs and 
the coals flared up and burned my wrist. I don't have 
one of those long BBQ spatulas, just a regular kitchen 
one. I roll the hot dogs and flip a couple of the 
burgers.
It's a real bash; my wife's grandmother is sitting on 
the sofa with her blue hair, smoking lots of cigarettes, 
my old man looks disgusted and tells me that I should 
clean the tracks of my sliding glass door, they're 
filthy, my mother-in-law is telling everyone what her 
psychic said (he said her grandchildren are geniuses), 
my wife's cousin, Amy, is running around in a pair of 
tight jeans and a low cut blouse attracting a lot of 
attention, her husband, Dale, is working on his ninth 
beer and telling everyone how great the L.A. Raiders are, 
my mother is talking real estate, my wife and sister are 
talking drapes, some old guy who I've never met before 
(I think he's with the in-laws) keeps telling me that he 
wants his hamburger medium rare ("it ruins them when you 
cook them all to shit."), my brother-in-law is talking 
insurance, the kids are screaming, yelling and fighting, 
and my father-in-law is running around with a movie 
camera, getting it all down for posterity.
"I hear you're shooting blanks now." It's Amy. She sits 
down in the lawn chair by the BBQ and leans forward a bit, 
so I can see her breasts. I turn some of the burgers and 
roll the hot dogs.
"Yeah, I finally had it done. Four kids is enough." Her 
nipples are brown.
"You know, it's too bad. I was considering having you 
father a child for me. Dale thinks he's sterile." She's
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smiling. I don't know how to take her. She's always 
playing games.
I look around, no one in the immediate vicinity. "Well, 
why don't we get together some night, you know, for the 
sake of what might have been." I can't believe I said 
it. The beer must be starting to work on me.
"That sounds really interesting," she says. She gets up 
and walks over to the picnic table where Dale is sitting, 
giving me a look over her shoulder that makes my mouth 
water.
"Ouch." The coals flare up again.
Everyone has eaten and they're starting to get drunk.
I walk down the hall to the bathroom. Amy opens the 
door just as I get there. She gives me another look and 
rubs her body against me as she goes by, I reach up and 
feel her breasts, rubbing the brown nipples through her 
blouse. They get harder. She giggles and pushes me 
away. I hear a noise at the end of the hall. It's that 
idiot, my father-in-law, running his movie camera at us. 
She walks by him, through the living room and out on to 
the patio, blushing all the way. My wife's grandmother 
blows a plume of smoke and says, "I think that girl 
should wear a bra, don't you?" I grab the movie camera 
from him and walk out the front door. I smash it to 
pieces on the driveway.

INCHWORM

People get intoxicated and go to fast food restaurants on 
Friday night and do things they wouldn't ordinarily do.
Earlier that night two women had come in, ordered some 
greasy food, and flirted outrageously with him. They 
were in their early thirties, quite pretty, quite drunk.
A lot of make-up, nicely dressed. They told him to take 
his pants off.

"I'm sorry, I'm on duty now. Perhaps another time." That 
was the way to handle it. Say something innocuous and get 
them out of your face. That was the way to do it. They're 
not looking to get laid anyway, and even if they were, he 
wasn't off until 2 in the morning. If they were really 
seriously horny either the mood would be gone or some 
other lucky fool would get in their way. A lot could 
happen to a couple of horny women in a couple of hours.
It didn't matter. Just get them out of your face.
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It was busy tonight. He straightened his tie. They 
closed in an hour.
"Your mother's a slut," a young Marine had told him.
"And yours wears army boots. Have a nice night and drive 
carefully." Get them out of your face.
"WHY ARE GUYS LIKE THAT?" It was Teresa. She was running 
the drive-thru register. A car had just driven off.
"What's the matter?" She looked really upset, almost 
crying.
"Why are guys like that?"
"What'd he say?"
She hugged herself under her small breasts, blinking 
back tears. It must have been something good. Teri was 
tough. Young, cute, and small, but tough. Not easily 
rattled. Two years on the night shift had made her mean.
Guys like to fuck with the young, cute, small ones. Try 
to shock them. One time a car load of young drunk guys 
drove thru, ordered some food from her and pulled their 
dicks out, so she could look down into the car as she 
passed them their food. She laughed at them and said, 
"That all you got, inchworms? There's probably not eight 
inches in the whole carfull." They drove off quickly, 
leaving part of their order behind.
"What'd he say?"
"I'm not going to repeat it."
It must have been something good.

RUTH AND ELLIS CELEBRATE INDEPENDENCE DAY

They walked down the beach, Ellis leading the way. He was 
looking sharp in his white undershirt tank top, black 
speedo swim suit, brown wing tips and knee high purple 
Argyle socks, sweat soaking into his straw cowboy hat from 
the exertion of carrying the cooler full of beer and food 
with the hibachi on top.
Ruth followed behind in her zebra print bikini, cheesy 
white flab hanging out all over, panty hose on underneath 
with the dark brown top of them coming down half way to
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her knees, white rimmed, pointed-at-the-corner sunglasses 
and a pith helmet, carrying a beach umbrella and the fold
ing chairs.
"Hurry up, Fat Ass," she said to Ellis, "We haven't got 
all day."
"Ellis said, "If you didn't pack enough food to feed a 
hippopotamus I could probably move a little faster."
"I got your hippopotamus," said Ruth, poking Ellis in the 
butt with the pointed end of the beach umbrella.
"OUCH! Knock that shit off." The hibachi rattled on top 
of the cooler.
"I don't have to take any of your lip, Jello Buns, I 
want you to double time." She gave him another poke to 
the rump, a little harder this time.
"OUCH!" Ellis started to run. He was almost up to full 
speed before the hibachi slid off the top of the cooler 
and tripped him. He was in mid air, going about forty 
miles an hour when he saw his destination: a blanket full 
of suntan-lotioned, semi-clad, sixteen-year-old girls.
His "YAHOO" could be heard for miles.

He hit. The girls shrieked. He laid there in a pile with 
them and wallowed like a pig.
His wallowing came to an abrupt halt when Ruth poked him 
in the butt with the umbrella again, hard enough to draw 
blood this time.
"Get out of there, you disgusting old lecher."
Ellis got up. Ruth swung at him with the umbrella. He 
picked up the hibachi to use as a shield. Ruth faked for 
the head and Ellis raised the hibachi to block the blow. 
When he did, Ruth swung low and hit him hard on the knee. 
As the pain shot up his leg, Ellis decided to run for it. 
He threw the hibachi at her head and tore out up the 
beach. She ducked and it sailed over her. She took out 
after him, kicking up sand like a drag racing dune buggy.
The girls watched them go, then decided to see what was 
in the abandoned cooler.
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BILL FACES SUNDAY MORNING ALONE

He rubbed his eyes.
He woke up hung over from a whole bunch of beer 
and figured a good breakfast would set him right. 
Some fried eggs, pot of coffee, a couple of English 
muffins.
He rubbed his eyes again.
He'd cracked an egg and it slithered away.
It came out of the eggshell and it slithered away. 
Something green and wet came out of the eggshell 
and slithered away.
The words amphibian and reptile came to mind. 
Whatever it was it had sizzled when it hit the pan, 
let out a little scream, and slithered into hiding 
over the top of the stove and back behind it.
He looked at the rest of the eggs in the carton.
He rubbed his eyes again and thought, maybe just 
an English muffin and coffee today.
A little something in the coffee, maybe.

BABY SHOWER

He walked down the concrete steps to the beach. He had 
coffee in a paper cup and a newspaper. It was a little 
after 7 PM, late August, hot and muggy.
"You'll have to leave by 6:30. The shower's at 7:00," 
his wife had said.
"O.K."
It was Cheryl's baby shower. Cheryl was their oldest 
daughter. It would be their first grandchild.
"Gotta get out of the house and let the women 'oo' and 
'ah' over the baby clothes, swap baby stories, give baby 
advice," he'd said. He really didn't mind. It was fine, 
just fine.
It was hot, late summer humid. "Tropical air from Mex
ico," the weatherman said. He took a seat on the bottom 
step and took the plastic lid off of his coffee. He 
looked toward the water where a pair of strollers was wad
ing in the surf.
To the north of him was a bluff covered with weeds and 
cactus and construction signs that foretold the "Exclusive
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Beach Community" soon to come. To the south were the 
older beach houses.
A breeze blew off of the ocean. It was cool, nice. He 
sipped his coffee.
To his left was a surfer and his girlfriend. They were 
sitting on his surfboard. He was still wet and she sat 
very close with her arm around his neck.
In front of him and a little off to the right, two young 
girls sat on large, colorful beach towels, deep in con
versation, giggling occasionally. They were about 19 or 
20, plump and large legged, heavy breasted, not the lithe 
brown, blond, regular California beach types, but very 
pretty.
He set his coffee on the step next to him and opened his 
paper. Front page, editorials, sports, comics. He liked 
a good newspaper. He wondered how some people could get 
all their news from the T.V.
He read for about 20 minutes, until it began to get too 
dark. He put the paper on the step and took the last 
drink of his coffee. He stretched and looked around.
The beach was deserted. The surfer and his girlfriend 
were gone. "Probably somewhere making love," he thought. 
And the strollers were gone too, "probably driving home, 
or in some fast food restaurant," he thought. He could 
see the two plump girls down in the water, taking a twi
light swim.
He looked out at the water and watched the girls jump 
over waves, screaming, breasts bouncing. He thought they 
looked very beautiful. It looked like the prettier one 
had something in her hand. He looked closer. The other 
girl had something in her hand too. The beach wasn't very 
wide, they were fairly close to him. Close enough to see 
that they had taken their bathing suits off. That's what 
they had in their hands, their suits, all crumpled up.
He felt a stirring. He lit a cigarette and watched. They 
were screaming, laughing every time a wave hit them. A 
couple of surfers walked by on the beach and up the steps 
without even looking toward the girls.
A large breaker came in and knocked them both down. They 
sprawled laughing in the shallow water.
"OH MY GOD," the prettier one screamed, "I LOST MY BATHING 
SUIT."
They got up and went through the motions of trying to find
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it. It was getting darker now, he could only see their 
silhouettes. They got knocked down by another large wave.
They ran up the beach laughing and gasping, the one who 
had lost her bathing suit leading the way. Their towels 
were only about 15 feet from him. The one who hadn't lost 
her suit didn't bother to put hers on. They bent over to 
pick up the towels. They both started drying their hair. 
The prettier one saw him.
"OH MY GOD, KIM, LOOK, AN OLD MAN."
"OH MY GOD."
They picked up their towels and pressed them to their 
chests, then picked up their sandals. He thought they 
were very beautiful. They ran toward the steps still 
covering themselves inefficiently with the towels.
"God, I don't believe it," Kim said. The prettier one 
giggled.
"How was the water?” he asked as they passed him.
"Great, great," they laughed, "you should try it."
They were ten steps up from him now and starting to wrap 
the towels around themselves. The prettier one dropped 
hers and had to bend over to pick it up. He had turned 
to watch.
"No, I didn't bring my bathing suit," he said.
They laughed and kept running, getting the towels arranged 
before they got to the top of the stairs.
He reached down and pulled at the crotch of his pants, 
giving it more room so it could straighten out.
He felt sad. He wondered if the shower was over.

Probably not.
He considered a coffee shop, or perhaps a bar.

FOOTBALL

She's not in the book any more.
She might be selling drugs out of a small house in 
Hayward and he wouldn't know.
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But she felt the inside of his leg that night 25 
years ago after the football game and he might of 
gotten more but her sister came home.
She might be working in a Nevada trailer ranch making 
more money than he ever would and he wouldn't know. 
The babies she's had, the cocks she's sucked.
He doesn't know.
He pours a scotch and turns on the T.V., the 
Raiders are playing the Rams.
He feels her fingers walk up his leg.

TALKING CLANDESTINE BLUES

Rain bounces on the asphalt and
the metal roof and windshield. She says
my daughter's home, we can't go there.
He says, I'm a little short on cash, 
we can't get a room.
They sit quietly, looking straight ahead, 
listening to the rain.
She says, I know of an empty parking lot. 
He says, this is a Chevette, not a van. 
She bites her lower lip.
He rubs his hands on his pants.
The rain drums on the roof.
She says, let's get a hamburger and talk. 
He says, O.K.
They walk across the parking lot 
to the burger place, 
his arm around her neck, 
her arm around his waist,
large raindrops exploding on the blacktop 
all around them.

WORRIED BLUES

Phil's wearing his green top hat
and black suspenders, drunk as he can be,
and that usually means trouble.
Some black guy's in the corner with a guitar, 
wailing unintelligibily, lost his big mamma 
or something.
Judy's throwing dice in the hall with a couple of 
Arab types who're wearing a lot of gold jewelry and 
pinching her ass whenever the opportunity presents 
itself.
The hired belly dancer takes off her bra and twirls
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it over her head, shaking her breasts, and nobody 
notices.
Phil sticks his thumbs in his suspenders.
Judy rolls snake eyes and says, "shit."
The Arab guys laugh, one of them gooses her.
The black guy wails, his big mamma didn't come home 
last night and she's got his credit card and he's got 
the worried blues.

CLIFFORD AND BEVERLY DRIVE HOME FROM LAS VEGAS

"Look at all the fucking cactus," Cliff said as he rolled 
down his window to throw an empty beer can out.
"Joshua trees, dear, joshua trees," said Beverly, working 
the knitting needles on a sweater for their ninth grand
child, little Harvey, "and I wish you wouldn't use pro
fanity ."
"Joshua trees, joshua trees," Cliff said in a mocking 
falsetto, "what the fuck do you know?" Beverly smiled 
a tolerant smile, the same smile she smiled at her mis
behaving grandchildren. She deftly disconnected one of 
the knitting needles from little Harvey's sweater and 
drove it a full six inches into Clifford's ear. The car 
swerved off the road, knocking over a joshua tree before 
Beverly could get her foot to the brake and stop it.
She got out of her side of the car and walked over to 
the driver's side, opened the door and pulled Cliff's 
lifeless, blubbery body out and into the sand. She got 
behind the wheel, feeling under the seat for the brief
case with the $120,000 that she had won at the crap table 
while Clifford was passed out drunk.
She started the engine and pulled out onto the highway, 
lighting a cigarette, undoing her pinned-up hair, letting 
it fall around her shoulders. She put her foot to the 
floor, took a drag off the cigarette and said, to no one 
in particular, "Old Cliff shouldn't have fucked with 
Beverly today."

IN LINE AT THE POST OFFICE

Oh my God, look at the bazooms on her, he thought. He'd 
gotten out of his car and saw her walking across the 
parking lot in a tight, revealing t-shirt, big bombers
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bouncing around, nipples as big as tea saucers. He rushed 
so he could get to the door first and hold it open for her.
She smiled.
"Hi," he said.
She walked by him without saying anything.
He followed her in, letting the door go in the face of a 
mean, desiccated looking old woman that he hadn't seen 
coming.
"Well, that's a fine, polite young man, it is," the old 
lady yelled, "What ever happened to good manners, huh?"
Shaddup, he thought.
He'd gotten in line behind "Bazooms" and was trying to 
figure out how to start a conversation. Bazooms and the 
other people in line were looking back at the commotion.
The old lady grabbed his arm and spun him around.
Strong old bitch, he thought.
"What's the matter, Hot Shot? You can't hold the door 
open for an old lady, but Miss Boobies here gets the 
star treatment, huh? How about if I shake it around a 
little bit, huh? Maybe then I won't get the door slammed 
in my face."
She started doing an exaggerated feminine walk, rolling 
her hips, sticking her nonexistent breasts out, batting 
her eyes. The other people in line were getting a kick 
out of her.
Bazooms looked at him and said, "You should have held 
the door for her, Champ."
"Tell me about it."
The old lady sashayed back up to him. "So, now you 
strike up a conversation. Going to pick up the hussy, 
huh? Well let me tell you ...."
He slapped her, hoping she'd stop cold and say, "Thanks,
I needed that." But she didn't
She lunged at him and grabbed his mustache.

"HEY, HEY. LET GO." She was pulling hard. It was 
painful.
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She pulled him over to the door he'd failed to open for 
her, dragged him half way out, pulled him around in front 
of her, let go and gave him a good kick in the ass, send
ing him sprawling in front of the newspaper machines.
Then she stood there with her hands on her hips, daring 
him to try and come back in. He wouldn't dare.
He just sat there and rubbed his upper lip.
Bazooms came up behind her, touched her shoulder and 
said, "Grandma, why do you always embarrass me whenever 
I take you anywhere?"

CHUCK AND NADINE'S HOUSE

He had a bottle hidden underneath some old blankets in 
the garage. We were supposed to be out looking at the 
cabinets he was finishing, but it was just an excuse.
He took out the bottle and took a long pull off of it, 
then put his finger to his lips.
"Shh. I don't want Nadine to know about this," he said.
"Chuck, I can smell you from here, you're not going to 
fool her."
"Naw, she's got sinus trouble, she can't smell anything." 
"Well, pass that bottle over here."
It was cheap Scotch. I had it tilted back, sucking some 
up, bubbles bouncing off the upended bottle bottom when 
Nadine walked in with an armload of laundry. She was a 
striking woman in a paisley bathrobe and pink fluffy bed
room slippers, large pendulous breasts and an ass a yard 
wide.
"Scoundrel, drunkard," she screamed at me. She dropped 
the laundry except for one of her large cupped bras. I 
tried to run but she wrapped it around my neck from be
hind, the cups on either side of my head like giant ear 
muffs, the elastic strap between them cutting off my air 
supply. She pulled tighter, I struggled to get free, my 
tongue came out of my mouth, my eyes bulged.
"You devil," she screamed, "bringing evil alcohol into my 
house to corrupt my husband."

Chuck said, "The son-of-a-bitch tried to pull me off the 
wagon, Nadine. Give him what he deserves." He swung at
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me. I was able to plant my foot and pivot to the side. 
He hit Nadine hard on the temple. Her head bounced off 
the hot water heater and she crumpled to the floor, 
unconscious.
"She's a feisty lady, Chuck," I said, rubbing my throat. 
"Yes indeed. Yes indeed," he said.
"Now, where's that bottle?"
"Right here, my man. You only spilled a little."

RUTH AND ELLIS CELEBRATE MEMORIAL DAY

He sat at the redwood picnic table on the patio of his 
tract house in Vista, CA. There were a half dozen empty 
sixteen-ounce beer cans on the table and an almost empty 
one in his hand. He took a pull from it and yelled 
through the sliding screen door into the family room 
where his wife was watching a game show on the tube.
"Hey bitch, get up off your fat ass and get me another 
brew."
"Cram it, scrotum ears, you want one, you get it your
self," she said, reaching for the T.V. Guide.
He came through the door, striding purposely toward her, 
whispering, "I'll kill you."
He got his hands around her throat and squeezed, then 
started shaking, her jowls quivered, large pink hair 
rollers flew in all directions. Before he could finish 
her he felt her left hook go deep into his soft, fat 
belly, doubling him over and dropping him to his knees. 
Then the famous right uppercut hit him flush on the chin 
and sent him over backwards, flat on his back. He rolled 
over, scrambling to his hands and knees, trying to get up 
when he was sent sprawling by a sharp kick in the ass.
"PUNT. HA, HA, HA," she screeched, holding her house 
coat up about mid-thigh to allow for full range of motion
There was only one thing to do when Ruth was in one of 
these moods. Run.

He charged full blast through the dining room, knocking 
over the ironing board, and through the front screen door 
leaving it lying on the lawn. Ruth was right behind him, 
screaming like a banshee, hands stretched out in front of
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her, like an eagle's claws, hair streaming behind her, 
large pink rollers clattering in the wind.
Jeffrey, the paperboy, stepped off the sidewalk to let 
them pass and decided to collect from Ruth and Ellis 
another day.

TUESDAY AFTERNOON IN THE RED ROOSTER

Gloria sat in the corner booth wearing a cherry red 
beehive hair-do and a purple moo moo.
A pack of cigarettes and a pitcher of beer in front of 
her.
Tony moved in, wearing a ten-gallon hat and a pale 
yellow toga, his iguana, Bill, on his shoulder, a 
black patch over his eye.
Big Mike, the bartender, tugged at the shoulder strap 
of his flower print bikini and got the blackjack out 
from under the bar. Gloria could be a violent bitch 
if a guy's come-on hit her the wrong way.
"Excuse me. Could I buy you a drink?" said Tony.
Bill just looked her in the eye.

Her Tarzan scream split the air. She jumped across 
the table and hit Tony on the side of the head with 
her beer pitcher.

Big Mike cold-cocked her with the blackjack before 
she could do any more damage.
Bill climbed up on the bar thinking, "Tony just doesn't 
know how to talk to a woman."

—  Dan Lenihan 
Oceanside CA
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CALL FROM MOM
—  First, before anything 

else, the soul chooses 
its parents.

Cherry Jean, I ate some Rocky 
Road that tasted funny. Would 
you worry if you were me?
Are you sick?
No.
Then I wouldn't worry.
You wouldn't?
No.
Are you sure?
Yes.
Don't you feel like talking?
Mom, it's midnight.
Well, next time I'll just go 
to the emergency room.

ALL ANIMALS OUT

Him and me lovey-dovey 
eating corn chips 
watching t.v. Reach 
for each other & a cat 
lands on his fly 
That's it
All animals out Dog 
snuffling by the dresser, 
cat in the shoe, new kitty 
tunneling between the sheets, 
you too, out
He's resolute Armsful 
of fur head for the door 
See you later Binky,
Poochie and Face
Fragile coexistence bites 
the dust again

—  Cherry Jean Vasconcellos 

South Pasadena CA

ON THE CHASE

Motorcycle cop doing 
ninety Cutting 
lanes on the 
Harbor Freeway 
After someone
This is why 
he studied the Code 
took the Oath 
Now and forever hot 
as a firecracker 
L.A.'s finest taught 
by the best how to bad
ass down the road 
for free

69



MISTER INVOLVEMENT

I could see them dropping rocks off the overpass as I 
approached. I didn't want my windshield smashed with a 
rock, so I pulled off the highway and into this dairy 
bar. I told the girl that some kids were dropping rocks 
off the overpass, and could I please use the phone to 
call the cops. She said they didn't have a pay phone, 
only a private phone for employees. Well then could I 
use that. No, she said, customers aren't allowed to use 
the employee phone. But somebody might get hurt, I said. 
I'm sorry, she repeated, I'm already on probation for 
letting my girlfriend use the phone. But there's three 
of them up there throwing rocks, I persisted. Look, I'm 
busy, go somewhere else, she snapped. I could see I 
wasn't getting anywhere with her and I knew I probably 
wouldn't. Okay, I said, give me a banana sundae and a 
rootbeer and a bag of Fritos. I ate in the car. It 
felt good to let matters take their own course for once.

LINCOLN'S BAR MITZVAH

It's one of those holidays when federal offices are open 
but state offices are closed. Your mail comes, but you 
can't get your car inspected. Partial city services, but 
not the ones you want. Some schools in session, but not 
all. Convenience stores doing business, but no butcher 
shops or fish markets. A few banks, but not the one where 
your money is. One of those days when you sit around 
half-embarking on long-term projects. One of those days 
when the parakeet twitches and stares at you nervously, 
because, according to its interior clock, you're not 
supposed to be home.

TO BEAT A CHIQUITA

Bananas. You can't win. I buy a bunch of green ones, 
thinking I'll eat them in a few days, when they're ripe, 
but then I forget about them until they're black, and I 
have to throw them all out. During the brief time that 
they're yellow, I'm either too busy to eat them or I'd 
rather have some other kind of fruit. I reach in the bas
ket and pull out an orange or a pear, oblivious to the 
shiny black bruises already spreading over the entire 
bunch. I never want them until it's too late to have

70



them, so I'm forced to buy more. The grocer knows my 
routine. He displays the green ones temptingly in the 
window. From his standpoint, it makes terrific business 
sense.

PORTRAIT OF JUAN

Juan's been part of the maintenance crew 
for years
he plays blackjack in the freight elevator 
walks around with hundreds of keys on his belt 
happily ignores his beeper 
nobody talks to him
except when they want a new file cabinet 
or when they lock themselves out of their 
office, could he come up and open it 
the women to him
they're either complete bitches or fabulous
sex goddesses, and he makes sure
everyone knows what he thinks
he works out of this filthy utility closet
with wires and fuses packed into the walls
and he sleeps in there
he's never there when you need him
but he's always there when you don't need him
so you come away feeling
he's essentially there
he really doesn't have a lot going for him 
except for one thing: 
his lunches
he always has these incredible lunches 
meatball heroes with just the right amount of sauce 
slopping out the sides, you can smell it in the elevator 
riding up with him
looking down at your own anemic bag 
of tuna salad, diet Sprite 
wishing you weren't so obsessed 
with your sodium intake 
that you could walk around 
with hundreds of keys on your belt 
and not feel locked out 
of so many things.

CRITIQUE

It's only September
and the supermarkets are already jacking up the price 
of candy corn and cranberries. And pecans.



Pecans are up too.
I have an uncle who's allergic to pecans.
He has to be rushed to the hospital if he eats any. 
Outside, the leaves are starting to fall 
and it seems as if everybody's in school 
except me. Why did I ever leave school?
Why didn't I get my M.F.A. from John Ashbery 
the way I told everyone I would?
Even John said "You can't do very much with it 
but you should finish what you start."
I remember a hot September day in his office
when his window was stuck
and he asked me to help him open it
and I did (both of us straining) and almost immediately
a yellow-jacket flew in and landed
on the sweaty plastic lid he'd set down next to

his coffee cup
He swatted it away and read my poems 
in about three seconds, saying I shouldn't 
deliberately make light of a situation I'd 
established as serious, that I should try 
to draw attention to what I was saying 
and not to myself, saying it.
I was crushed, but I knew he was right.
I pulled out another poem
and he said, "This is better. You're
not trying so hard to be a stand-up comedian
in this one ..."
But our time was up.
He closed his briefcase and threw his cup, his napkin, 
and his tiny non-dairy creamer container into the

wastebasket.
I told him I'd see him in class
next Tuesday
and he said isn't there
a Jewish holiday next Tuesday
and I said oh right
and I left
and I heard him shut the window by himself.

DRAGSTERS DOWN IN JERSEY

No, I don't want to watch the dragsters
down in Jersey, I don't like those boys and girls.
They wouldn't be doing that if they were nice.
How disgusting of them to eat three corn-dogs 
at a time, and throw the sticks in the street.
I'm being critical because I'm uncomfortable here.
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Why shouldn't I be able to criticize people I don't like, 
the activities and values of people I don't like?
They don't go out of their way to be fair to me
or what I like. They don't come up to me
and ask for copies of my recommended reading list.
They don't solicit my opinion on anything, the morons. 
They must know they're great big morons.
Stupid oafs. I hate the devil-flames on their cars.
And their girlfriends with the small green eyes.
Why should I feel guilty about being by their 
standards a snob and an intellectual?
Is this 1957?
Is this another homage to 1957?
Weren't there any non-automotive aspects of 1957?

HER THINGS DON'T DEFINE HER

Mary was my sister 
with kangaroos on her crib, then 
at eleven wearing braces 
primitive, almost medieval 
she was terrified to smile 
but then the day
the dentist took them off, what a change ...
everyone suddenly accepted her at school
she scratched bored flowers in lavender ink
in her canvas loose-leaf binder
getting cuter and cuter
I remember mostly from pictures
her eyes taking on that soft gleam
of having learned something from doing it
toying now with the idea of art school
perceiving the world in slashes
of pink and yellow pastel
she went to Florence to study painting
but all she showed us when she
finally came home
were these charcoal sketches
sloppy and shiny
I wish I could find them now
but my mother threw everything out when she died
and it made sense then
we said to ourselves
her things don't define her
we ought to treat her things
as if they're dead too.
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WHAT'S IMPORTANT
Some things that were important to me once 
are even more important to me now.
Other things that weren't important to me then 
are even less important to me now.
A few things that were never important 
have become somewhat important
while one or two things that were neither 
important nor unimportant
drift along unresolved.
I don't know how important it is to resolve them. 
All I know is
there's no sense going around
impressed with your own importance 
when you're really not important
and everyone knows you're not
and it's really not important that you're not.

EGG SALAD SANDWICH
Listening to Mozart while eating
an egg salad sandwich I
start to picture Mozart eating
an egg salad sandwich
which is strange because
you'd think I'd be trying to
picture myself doing
what he's doing rather
than picture him doing
what I'm doing who
after all am I to picture
Mozart eating an egg salad
sandwich unless I'm thinking
of those last awful days when
the critics turned against
him failure poverty etc.
those last hungry
days when he'd have been
grateful to have one.

—  Peter Morris 
Cranbury NJ
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PEOPLE SAY BUKOWSKI HAS SOLD OUT
people say bukowski has sold out 
because he tends the garden 
of his large old house
above san pedro, the last old ethnic town 
on the coast, where beacon street was once 
"the toughest street in any port" 
and that included Singapore.
and people say bukowski has sold out
because he drives a b.m.w.,
one of the best automotive investments,
to the race track and to seal beach,
where he can get for fifteen bucks
all the crablegs he can eat
at the historic roadhouse called
the glide 'er inn.
(there used to be an airport 
across the street.)
and people say bukowski has sold out 
because he drinks german wine 
and sometimes german beer 
instead of rotgut.
yes, people say bukowski has sold out 
because, i guess, he didn't stay poor forever, 
didn't stay known only to them forever, 
didn't stay their property forever, 
didn't die in some form of dependency on them.
people say bukowski has sold out because he
(1) made money for what he would have written anyway;
(2) made money writing some things he wouldn't 

have written anyway, but which he ended up 
being able to write very well;

(3) found legal ways to keep his earnings 
from the tax man by having fun with it.

i say he seems to be spending his money 
with good sense and with style, 
and i am not a bit surprised.

HOW YOU GET AN APPOINTMENT AT THE PRE-PAID HEALTH CARE 
CENTER

the appointment girl will,
with her uncanny sense for such things,
offer you a time you can't be there.
when you turn it down,

75



she will say sarcastically,
"i thought you said 
it was an emergency."
when you say that it is an emergency, 
she will say, "your prior engagement 
must be extremely important then."
that is the point at which, in measured tones, 
you say, "it is. it's with my attorney."

HARSH REALITY
watching two or more women 
make love to one another
is a well documented male sexual fantasy, 
a staple of porn.
but after sitting in a large audience
full of admirers of adrienne rich last night,
i don't think i'll ever have that fantasy again.

GETTING INVOLVED
i'm leaving my girlfriend's place 
at 4:00 on a Saturday morning 
and on the way to my car
i pass a car immobile at an intersection, 
the driver is slumped back against the seat.
i want to get home,
but i get to thinking that the driver 
may be dying of a stroke or something, 
or that some other drunk 
may come around the bend 
and plough into him,
so i go to the window
and say, "hey, old buddy, wake up;
the cops may come along any minute!
come on, you gotta get this thing out of here ..."

it takes me a couple of minutes 
to have any effect on him 
and when i finally do 
he turns to me
the look of the living dead, 
hits the accelerator,
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and steers a perfect diagonal 
across the intersection
to smash broadside into a late-model sports car.
as the crunch echoes through the neighborhood, 
i hurry to my car,
prepared to make haste out of there, 
but now i get to thinking
that the sonofabitch may be bleeding to death 
or one or both of the cars 
about to explode into flames, 
so i drive around the block 
to survey the damage.
my man is now sitting immobile
in the middle of another intersection.
the side of the sports car is caved in.
lights are beginning to go on in the stucco manses.
i ask myself what advice
my friend sergeant roger hotspur would have for me, 
and i get the fuck out of there.

—  Gerald Locklin 
Long Beach CA

THE LUCKY ONES

stuck in the rain on the freeway, 6:15 p.m., stop, then 
first gear, then stop, these are the lucky ones, these 
are the employed, most with their radios on while lighting 
cigarettes, trying not to think.
this is a large portion of our civilization and as beings 
once lived in trees and caves now they very often live 
inside of automobiles upon freeways
as the world news is heard over and over, the popular 
songs, the rock songs, the love songs, all the songs, 
love songs, love love love as
we shift from first gear to neutral and back to first.

there's a poor fellow stalled in the fast lane, hood up, 
he's standing up against the freeway fence 
a newspaper over his head in the rain
the other cars force around his car, pull into the next 
lane against cars determined to shut them off.
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in the lane to my right a driver is being followed by a 
police car with red and blue lights blinking —  this one 
can't be a speeding ticket as
suddenly the rain comes down in a giant wash and all the 
cars stop and
even with the windows up I can smell somebody's clutch 
burning out
hope it's not mine as
the wall of water diminishes and we go back to first 
gear as we are a long way from Johnny Carson's monologue 
tonight
we are a long way away from anything as I have memorized 
the shape of the car in front of me and the shape of the 
driver's head 
what
I can see of it from above the headrest of his seat and 
his license number: STK 405 and his bumper sticker:
HAVE YOU HUGGED YOUR RAT TODAY?
suddenly I have the urge to urinate while 17 miles from 
where I live as another wall of water comes down and the 
man on the radio announces that there will be a 70 percent 
chance of showers tomorrow night.

THIS IS FREE, TAKE IT, AND FEEL BETTER
bad-natured people are everywhere like flies upon a dead 
horse in a hot summer
they are set upon objects, things, situations 
in a rather congenial viciousness 
that is most often mistaken for courage 
but generally
(setting aside bad companionship, bad diet, bad breeding) 
most acrimonious nerves
(setting aside bad elimination of wastes and so
forth) are caused by
failure.
and they fail
first
because they are simply incompetent at what they try to do 
or be
and second
because of an educational system 
and a
national philosophy which 
beckons them higher than they are 
able.
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in other words, they are not failures
but unrealistic forces and 'demands make them feel to be 
failures
and so business is good for the 
psychiatrists and psychologists 
and the jails and the mental 
institutions
(which are only dumping grounds for the overload 
from unhappy homes, thieves, skid row and etc.) 
there is no such thing as failure, there is only the 
comparative grind, there is only the concept of 
failure.
and a $175 an hour shrink won't even tell you
this
because
he's been taught by the book 
just like his victim.

so take this poem and keep it somewhere for 
ready reference
because it might not only save you 
money
it might also save your 
sad and angry 
ass .

—  Charles Bukowski 
San Pedro CA

LITERARY NOTES OF NOTE::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

Green Isle in the Sea: An Informal History of the Alterna
tive Press, 1960-85 Cedit. Diane Kruchkow & Curt Johnson), 
$12.50 bargain fm. December Press, 3093 Dato, Highland 
Park IL 60035. y Very successful translations into German 
Gerald Locklin's Die Jagd Nach Dem Verschwundenen Blauen 
Volkswagen and Die Rosskur, each 15 DM fm. Maro Verlag-, 
Riedingerstr. 24^ 8900 Augsburg, Germany. y Practising 
Angels (edit, Michael Mayo), contemporary anthology of 
San Francisco poetry, mostly reprinted fm, mags, $9.95 fm. 
Seismograph Publ., P.0. Box 170127, San Francisco CA 94117 
5T Well done, The Vampire in Verse: An Anthology (edit. S. 
Moore) 196 pp., unpriced fm. Count Dracula Fan Club, Pent
house North, 29 Washington Square West, New York NY 10011. 
ÎJ Also well done, 1986 Poet's Market (edit. Judson Jerome) 
$16.95 fm. Writer's Digest Books, 9ÏÏ33 Alliance Rd., Cin
cinnati OH 45242. y Reviews continued in Wormwood: 104.
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